SONGS OF 


# THE 
YUEON. 


1 


RO! 


Digitized by the Internet Archive 
in 2024 with funding from 
University of Toronto 


https://archive.org/details/songsofyukon00serv 


SONGS OF 
THE YUKON 


Copyright 
2x Canada 


SONGS OF 
THE YUKON 


by 
Robert W. Service 


Toronto 
William Briggs 


1913 


Printed tn 
Eainburgh 


CONTENTS 


PAGE 
THE LAW OF THE 


YUKON. ‘ F ty 


THE CREMATION OF 
> 


SAM MCGEE . Mag ee 


THE LAW OF 
THE YUKON 


THIS is the law of the 
Yukon, and ever she 
makes it plain: 


‘* Send not your foolish 
and feeble ; send me 
your strong and your 
sane : 
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THE CAW OF 


Strong for the red rage 
of battle; sane, for 
I harry them sore. 


Send me men girt 

, for the combat, men 
who are grit to the 
core ; 


Swift as the panther 
in triumph, fierce as 
the bear in defeat, 
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THE YUKON 


Sired of a_ bulldog 
parent, steeled in the 
furnace heat. 


Send me the best of 
your breeding, lend 
me your chosen 
ones; 


Them will I take to my 
bosom, them will I 
call my sons ; 
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THE LAW OF 

Them will I gild with 
my treasure, them 
will I glut with my 
meat ; 

But the others—the 
misfits, the failures 
—I trample under 
my feet. 

Dissolute, damned and 
despairful, crippled 
and palsied and 
slain, 
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THE YUKON 
Ye would send me the 
spawn of your gutters 
—Go! take back 
your spawn again. 


Wild and wide are 
my borders, stern as 
death is my sway ; 


From my _ ruthless 
throne I have ruled 
alone for a million 
years and a day; 
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THE LAW OF 


Hugging my mighty 
treasure, waiting for 
man to come: 


Till he swept lke a 
turbid torrent, and 
after him swept—the 
scum, 


The pallid pimp of the 
dead-line, the ener- 
vate of the pen, 


I2 


THE YUKON 


One by one I weeded 
them out, for all 
that I sought was— 
Men. 


One by ohe I dismayed 
them, fighting them 
sore with my glooms; 


One by one I betrayed 
them unto my mani- 
fold dooms, 
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THE LAW OF 


Drowned them like 
rats in my rivers, 
starved them like 
curs on my plains, 


Rotted the flesh that 
was left them, poi- 
soned the blood in 
their veins ; 


Burst with my winter 
upon them, searing 
forever their sight, 
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THE YUKON 


Lashed them with 
fungus-white faces, 
whimpering wild in 
the night ; 


Staggering blind 
through the storm- 
whirl, stumbling mad 
through the snow, 


Frozen stiff in the ice- 
pack, brittle and 
bent like a bow ; 
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THe CAWAOF 


Featureless, formless, 
forsaken, scented by 
wolves in their flight, 


Left for the wind to 
make music through 
ribs that are glitter- 
ing white ; 

~Gnawing the _ black 

crust of failure, 
searching the pit of 
despair, 
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THE YUKON 


Crooking the toe in 
the trigger, trying to 
patter a prayer ; 


‘Going outside with an 
escort, raving with 
lips all afoam ; 


Writing a cheque for 
a million, drivelling 
feebly of home ; 
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THE LAW OF 
Lost like a louse in the 
burning .. . or else 
in the tented town 
Seeking a drunkard’s 
solace, sinking and 
sinking down ; 
Steeped in the slime at 
the bottom, dead to 
a decent world, 
Lost ’mid the human 
flotsam, far on the 
frontier hurled ; 
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THE YUKON 


In thecamp at the bend 
of the river, with its 
dozen saloonsaglare, 


Its gambling dens 
ariot, its gramo- 
phones all ablare: 


Crimped with the 
crimes of a city, sin- 
ridden and _ bridled 
with lies, 
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THE LAW OF 
In the hush of my 
mountained _ vast- 
ness, in the flush of 
my midnight skies. 
Plague-spots, yet tools 
of my purpose, so 
natheless I suffer 
them thrive, 
Crushing my Weak in 
their clutches, that 
only my Strong may 
survive. 
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THE YUKON 


‘*But the others, the 
men of my mettle, 
the men who would 
’stablish my fame 


Unto its ultimate issue, 
winning me honor, 


not shame; 
/ 


Searching my _ uttfer- 
most valleys, fight- 
ing each step as 
they go, 
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THE LAW OF 


Shooting the wrath of 
my rapids, scaling 
my ramparts’ of 
snow ; 

Ripping the guts of 
my mountains, loot- 
ing the beds of my 
creeks, 


Them will I take to my 
bosom, and speak as 
a mother speaks. 
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THE YUKON 


I am the land that 
listens, Iam the land 
that broods; 


Steeped in eternal 
beauty, crystalline 
waters and woods. 


Long have I waited 
lonely, shunned as a 
thing accurst, 


23 


THE LAW OF 
Monstrous, moody, pa- 
thetic, the last of the 
lands and the first ; 
Visioning camp-fires 
at twilight, sad with 
a longing forlorn, 
Feeling my womb o’er 
pregnant with the 
seed of cities unborn. 
Wild and wide are my 
borders, stern as 
death is my sway, 
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THE YUKON 


And I wait for the men 
who will win me— 
and I will not be won 
in a day; 

And I will not be won 
by weaklings, sub- 
tile, suave and mild, 


ya 


But by men with the 
heartsof vikings, and 
the simple faith of a 
child ; 
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THE LAW OF 

Desperate, strong and 
resistless, unthrot- 
tled by fear or de- 
feat, 

Them will I gild with 
my treasure, them 
will I glut with my 
meat. 

‘* Lofty I stand from 
each sister land, 
patient and wearily 
wise, 
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THE YUKON 


With the weight of a 
world of sadness in 
my quiet, passion- 
less eyes ; 


Dreaming alone of a 
people, dreaming 
alone of a day 


When men shall not 
rape my riches, and 
curse me and go 
away ; 
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THE LAW OF 


Making a bawd of my 
bounty, fouling the 
hand that gave— ~ 


Till I rise in my wrath 
and I sweep on their 
path and I stamp 
them into a grave. 


Dreaming of men who 
will bless me, -of 
women esteeming 
me good, 


28 


THE YUKON 


Of children born in my 
borders, of radiant 
motherhood, 


Of cities leaping to 
stature, of fame like 
a flag unfurled, 


As I pour the tide of 
my riches in the 
eager lap of the 
world.” 
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LAW OF THE YUKON 
This is the Law of the 
Yukon, that only the 
Strong shall thrive ; 
That surely the Weak 
shall perish, and only 
the Fit survive. 
Dissolute, damned and 
despairful, crippled 
and palsiedandslain, 
This is the Will of the 
Yukon, — Lo, how 
she makes it plain! 
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IHERE are strange 
things done in the 
midnight sun 

By the men who moil 
Jor gold ; 

The Arctic trails have 

their secret tales 
That would make 

your blood run 

cold ; 
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THE CREMATION 


The Northern Lights 
have seen queer 
sights, 


But the queerest they 
ever did see 


Was that night on 
the marge of Lake 
Lebarge 


I cremated Sam 
McGee. 
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OF SAM McGEE 


Now Sam McGee was 
from Tennessee, 
where the _ cotton 
blooms and blows, 


Why he left his home 
in the Soutk to roam 
round the Pole God 
only knows. 
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THE CREMATION 


He was always cold, 
but the land of gold 
seemed to hold him 
like a spell ; 


Though he’d often say 
in his homely way 
that he'd ‘‘sooner 
live in hell.” 
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OF SAM McGEE 


On a Christmas Day 
we were mushing our 
way over the Daw- 
son trail. 


Talk of your cold! 
through the parka’s 
fold it stabbed like 
a driven nail. 
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THE CREMATION 


If our eyes we'd close, 
then the lashes froze, 
till sometimes we 
couldn't see; 


It wasn’t much fun, 
but the only one to 
whimper was Sam 
McGee. 
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OF SAM McGEE 


And that very night as 
we lay packed tight 
in our robes beneath 
the snow, 


And the dogs were fed, 
and the stars o’er- 
head were dancing 
heel and toe, 
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THE CREMATION 


He turned to me, and, 
‘ap, “says ~ he, 
‘ek inecasn in this 
trip, I guess; 


And if Ido, I’m asking 
that you won't refuse 
my last request.”’ 
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OF SAM McGEE 


Well, he seemed so 
low that I couldn’t 
Say no; then he says 
with a sort of moan : 


‘It’s the cursed cold, 
and it’s got right 
hold till I’m chilled 
clean through to the 
bone. 
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THE CREMATION 


Yet ‘taint being dead, 
it's my awful dread 
of the icy grave that 
pains ; 


So I want you to swear 
that; ; toul’ or’. tair, 
youll cremate my 
last remains.” 
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OF SAM McGEE 


A pal’s last need is a 
thing to heed, so I 
swore I would not 
fail ; 


And we started on at 
the streak of dawn, 
but God! he looked 
ghastly pale. 
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THE CREMATION 


He crouched on the 
sleigh, and he raved 
all day of his home 
in Tennessee ; 


And before nightfall a 
corpse was all that 
was left of Sam 
McGee. 
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OF SAM McGEE 


There wasn’t a breath 
in that land of death, 
and I hurried, horror 
driven, 


With a corpse half-hid 
that I couldn't get 
rid, because of a 
promise given ; 
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THE CREMATION 


It was lashed to the 
sleigh, and it seemed 
to say: ‘‘ You may 
tax your brawn and 
brains, 


But you promised true, 
and it’s up to you to 
cremate those last 
remains.” 
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OF SAM McGEE 


Now a promise made 
isa debt unpaid, and 
the trail has its own 
stern code. 


In the days to come, 
though my lips were 
dumb, in my heart 
how I cursed that 
load. 
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THE CREMATION 


In thelong, long night, 
by the lone firelight, 
while the huskies, 
round in a ring, 


Howled out their woes 
to the homeless 
snows—O God! how 
I loathed the thing. 
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OF SAM McGEE 


And every day that 
quiet clay seemed to 
heavy and _ heavier 
grow ; 


And on I went, though ~ 
the dogs were spent 
and the grub was 
getting low; 
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THE CREMATION 


The trail was bad, and 
I felt half mad, but 
I swore I would not 
give in; 


And I’doftensing tothe 
hateful thing, and it 
hearkened with a 
grin, 
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OF SAM McGEE 


Till I came to the 
marge of Lake 
Lebarge, and a 
derelict there lay ; 


It was jammed in the 
ice, but I saw in a 
trice it was called 
the ‘‘ Alice May.” 
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THE CREMATION 


_ 


And I looked at it and 
I thought a bit, and 
I looked at my 
frozen chum ; 


Then, ‘‘ Here,” said I, 
with a sudden cry, 
‘‘ig my cre-ma-tor- 
eum!” 
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OF SAM McGEE 


Some planks I tore 
from the cabin floor, 
and I lit the boiler 
fire ; 


Some coal I found that 
was lying around, 
and [ heaped the 
fuel higher ; 
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THE CREMATION 


The flames just soared, 
and the furnace 
roared—such a blaze 
you seldom see ; 


And I burrowed a hole 
in the glowing coal, 
and I stuffed in Sam 
McGee. 
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OF SAM McGEE 


Then I made a hike, 
for I didn’t lke to 
hear him sizzle so; 


And the heavens 
scowled, and _ the 
huskies howled, and 
the wind began to 
blow. 
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THE CREMATION 


It was icy cold, but 
the hot sweat rolled 
down my cheeks, 
and I don’t know 
why ; 


And the greasy smoke 
in an inky cloak 
went streaking down 
the sky. 
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OF SAM McGEE 


I do not know how’ 
long in the snow I 
wrestled with grisly 
fear ; 


—- 


But the stars came 
out and they danced 
about ere again I 

| ventured near; 


by 


THE CREMATION 


Iwas sick with dread, 


— 


but I bravely said: 
‘¢ T’ll just take a peep 
inside. 


guess he's cooked, 
Sana qt se ame: 
looked,” . s “then 
the door I opened 
wide— 
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OF SAM McGEE 


And there sat Sam, 
looking cool and 
calm, in the heart 
of the furnace roar ; 


And he wore a smile 
you could see a mile, 
and he said: ‘‘ Please 
close that door. 
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THE CREMATION 


It’s fine in here, but I 
greatly fear you'll let 
in the cold and 
storm— 


Since I left Plumtree, 
down in Tennessee, 
it’s the first time I’ve 
been warm.” 
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OF SAM McGEE 


There are strange 
things done in the 
midnight sun 


By the men who moil 
for gold ; 
The Arctic trails have 
their secret tales 


That would make 
your blood run 
cold ; 
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SAM McGEE 


Lhe Northern Lights 
have seen queer 
sights, 

But the queerest they 
ever did see 


Was that night on 
the marge of Lake 
Lebarge 


Ll cremated Sam 
McGee. 
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